CHAPTER XX
CONCLUSIONS: A FEW REFLECTIONS
L His MONKISH
SWAMI RAMA had forced himself into the ochre robe
of a Sanyasi. He had an indomitable will and he
willed it so. But he was too poetic and too emotional
to have been at all comfortable in this garb. At
Hard war, when he fell ill, I was in attendance. He
liked me because I was all tears for him, I blew like a
soft breeze in and out of his sick room. I loved him,
for he was so beautiful, so fascinating and so personal.
Every thing was done as he wished. I never said
"no " to him. " Yes, sir," " yes, sir," greeted him
from my lips. And with half opened mouth and
tearful looks I imbibed, in love and veneration,
almost unconsciously the lessons of his great life.
There was he before me lying ill for about a month,
who had toiled day and night to gather with both
the hands, the very cheerfulness of God, whose
laughter rang round the hills of Hardwar, even
when he lay ill with fever.
One day, his wife and his step-mother and his
little son hardly of about six years of age came from
the Punjab at great personal expense to have his